THE OLD COUNTRY 


by Jonathan Elliott 



If it were a simple matter of estate, and not office, I might come off dishonest 
saying the Court was reasonable, having appeared there on so many numerous 
occasions and with such bulk of pleadings as to make Publius Verillius Maro himself 
cry from his lost Mantua and from the fields and vineyards beyond Rome; but this is 
another story, I only mention it because it is so familiar to me, having studied four 
years of advanced Latin language in high school and the class was required to 
translate the entire Aeneid, line for line until the end and then the poetry of Horace 
and Catullus. 

In Nonnandy there are rows of old, old Maple trees on the Rue D’Auge 
and it made me sad when I first came upon them. We had a large, tall Maple 
in the backyard of my father’s house in Beverly Hills. It was tall and beautiful. 

In fact, the Maple grew incredibly, but I remember it being tall and not as wide 
as the Maples on the Rue D’Auge. I suppose that is because it was close to the house 
and had to be cut back continually as it grew. 

I never even dreamed I would ever arrive in Nonnandy. I was told that 
Normandy rains all the time and that it is cold. I could feel the heat of the apartment, 
cozy, comfortable, relaxed after all this time. Nearly a year had gone by since I left 
LA for the European coastline, the story was all like a dream to me, my Mother 
dropped me off on the comer of Trenton and Elevado and I walked by our house for 
the last time, a slow walk down the street, the neighbor Mrs. Micelli was just getting 
home and Old Tony was inside but she was wonied suddenly, about me coming in to 



visit, and I understood, it was the afternoon, Tony was probably still taking a nap and 
he was damn near over eighty now, I just stood there in utter disbelief that Tony was 
still alive, he was much more heavier then my Father and, well, I guess Tony knew 
how to relax. 

Down the street is the main Boulevard of Beverly Hills, Wilshire, and I 
suppose that must be named after Lord Wilshire who had some old manor in the 
English Countryside. Anyway, there is an old story I once read about the old Wilshire 
House, in the middle of the black plague, they put a doll draped in clothe at the 
middle of the stairs and kept the lights out, leaving only the peep hole in the front 
door available. They hid in the upstairs and backyard from the passing plague 
ridden travelers and people would stop, look inside, see what they thought was 
a vision of the dead, and depart without disturbing them. I guess it must have 
worked if they got a street in Beverly Hills named after them. Anyways, 
across this main boulevard, which is four lanes and filled with high speed 
passing vehicles, I would “jaywalk” as they call it, and was constantly warned 
that one day I would get a ticket for it but I never did. Across the street 
was the fabulous Hilton Hotel, an enormous pool filled with chaise lounges 
for the men and women to sip cocktails and tan in the sun before shopping 
in the city of Beverly Hills, California, which, to my understanding, at that 
point, was the richest City in the world. It had been the place to settle for 


the Stars. 



Jimmy Stewart, the actor in “It’s A Wonderful Life” lived up the street above 
Sunset Blvd. and had a very unrecognizable place even though he was so famous. 

His movie plays every Christmas religiously on major Network all across America 
still to this day, and it has played for years. We are told that Jimmy and his Wife 
were very close, that he was from the old school of Hollywood and he never got 
tempted by anything, in fact, Jimmy rarely got out to parties and I can’t even ever 
remember meeting him, all those years, maybe once, when I was younger, I do not 
remember, maybe he was that simple and plain of a man that I never noticed him at all. 
They say he was so close to his wife that when she died he never left the house. He 
wrote a few books of poetry and appeared on some talk shows after that discussion, 
they made the effort to get him out of the house I guess. 

Anyway, Lucille Ball lived on the corner of Jimmy on Roxbury Drive. Lucy’s 
House was more fashionable then the White House. The story was that Desi Amez, 
her co star and husband in real life, Desi, liked to go have a good time with call girls 
and Lucy knew all the girls in town. He couldn’t get away with it to save his life. 

By the time Desi got home, Lucy knew down to the dollar what Desi had spent on the 
girl and had doubled, sometimes tripled the expense by buying flowers for the front of 
the house for her garden and he would rant and rave and she would just smile. I guess 
one day she had it with his temper and divorced him. 




Del Rey Beach, Florida, they call it the Village by the sea. I stayed more then 
five years. It was always sunny and warm. I could tell you at times it seemed like 
the heat was unbearable and all you could do to avoid exhaustion just walking to the 
Starbucks from up the street at Linsky’s was stay inside; but still, it was a short and 
rather enjoyable walk to begin with and me and Fauci had some good times there 
together. 

I guess Fauci was a political prisoner like me, it is hard to say. I could say we 
shared the same cell at Linsky’s but he may have really needed the help. He told me 
that in his use of needles and heroin addiction in Staten Island, he once walked right 
in front of a bus. I laughed and couldn’t believe it. He said yeah, he even sued the 
bus company and collected. 




Fauci liked to cook the spinach while I cooked the steak and onions. Red wine 
was out of the question. Linsky’s place was an outpatient rehabilitation facility and 
they were challenging my mental capacities now through the insurance system to 
avoid the booking process involved with my commercial talent agency work, they 
wanted the money for themselves and, sad to say, it was the entire Federal 
Government, that, through the Courts, wanted to apply billing. 

Top billing doesn’t come easy in Hollywood. You are talking about main 
principle roles for Hollywood Movie Action where budgets can now well exceed a 
hundred million dollars just to produce a single motion picture less than an hour and a 
half usually, sometimes more. People fight for the money, I guess, in strange ways. 

There is a Hollywood story that Steven Segal was called by his agent for a new 
motion picture and the role paid over six million dollars. The agent explained that, as 
a leading male actor in Hollywood, and the premiere fighting character on the screen, 
he was no longer number one in consideration, he got angry on the phone, wanted to 
know who was ahead of him and the agent explained that Brandon Lee’s new picture 
on“The Crow” was pulling astonishing figures at the box office and the next day or 
two, Brandon was shot onstage with a phoney prop gun loaded with real bullets. 
Anyway, I guess you could say Hollywood is rough, like anywhere else. 





